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of rank are rigidly preserved. While the \ava was being pounded, not
a word was spoken. Suddenly our Matabule shouted to his fellow on
the King's right: " All is well in Tonga," and the other shouted -
back: "Kotr (Indeed.) Then our man shouted, " We left Tonga
with a fair wind and arrived to-day." The other replied, " Koe" and
that was all. The ringing tone of this conversation seemed to me a
flagrant breach of etiquette until I realised that it was a concession
to the King's increasing deafness.
Every stage in the brewing of the tyva was ordered in a peremptory
tone by the King's Matabule, while the company kept profound
silence. Three men carried plantains into the circle, and they were
shared out to us, two apiece. No one touched them, and at the end
of the ceremony they were swept up and carried away. In Mariner's
day they were eaten; .they had now become an empty survival, like
the buttons on the back of a dress coat.
So far, no one had taken the slightest notice of me, but when the
first two bowls were carried to the King's Matabules and His Majesty
himself had drunk, I knew that my turn must come. The presiding
Matabule called the names, and each person clapped his hands to show
the cup bearer where he was sitting. When Tui Belehaki had drunk
there was a pause, for the presiding Matabule had to ascertain my
name, which he caught imperfectly, for he cried, " Angi maa
Tobisoni." I clapped my hands and emptied my cup like a man.
When the bowl was empty I whispered to Tui Belehaki that he
should announce me as the bearer of a letter to the King from the
High Commissioner. He passed the message to our Matabule, who
shouted a mangled version of it across the King to his fellow sitting
on His Majesty's right hand. This functionary as usual shouted
" Koe " to the sea birds circling over the reef. My letter was then
passed to the King, who laid it down on the grass without looking
at it. Business did not seem to be progressing.
The second brew was being prepared, and though conversation was
permitted, the King stared straight before him, speaking to no one
and seeming not to hear the conversation carried on in trumpet tones
out of compliment to his deafness. As soon as the bowl was empty
he rose and, passing behind Tui Belehaki, he stooped over me and
extended three fingers of his right hand, not from any motive of